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Keith grinned. 


An incredibly drunk Brian Jones was waltzing around the bar, laughing, talking, laughing some more. He watched 
his bandmate joke with other musicians and his hat fall off, waiting a few moments before someone bent down 


and handing it back to a clueless Brian. It was very amusing, certainly. 


The thing about Brian is whether he was talking, moping or even vomiting in a toilet, he could still manage to 
light up a whole room. He had a glow to him like no one Keith had met. Maybe Mick, but Mick wasn't as close. 
Keith surely wasn't, nor Charlie. 


Brian was really something after he'd had too much liquor. It was almost like he was an incredibly shy 


extrovert. He was loud, very loud, but so personal. He would talk endlessly but never about himself. He'd be 


busy talking about Muddy Waters or some blues record he bought, but never how his day went, or how he's 
doing. If you asked he would smile and look down, making his hair fall in his face until someone changed the 


subject. It was sweet really. 


As the blonde made his rounds around the bar, Keith still watching while sipping a beer, Brian found his way 
over to the bartender, asking for another bottle of whiskey. He looked over at Keith and grinned, such a nice 


smile he has. 
"How're yew tite then Keef?" He slurred out. Keith chuckled, setting his beer on the wood table. 


"Just fine, how are you holding up?" He replied. He rested his elbows on the table, staring at Brian who 


frowned. 


probably to anyone. He had heavy bags under his eyes, and the amount of pills he pops and drugs he takes, its 
not surprising he lacks sleep. Who wouldn't? 


"Brian Jones? Tired? | don't believe it" Keith found a clock, "And only at | AM? This is a new record you're 
breaking!” Brian smiled sadly and Keith licked his lips, watching his friend for a few moments before standing 


up, 
“Alright, c'mon Brian lets get you home." 


Keith helped steady Brian as he walked out the bar, He walked down the streets in silence, minus the occasional 
hiccup from Brian, or stumble with his feet. As they found themselves getting closer and closer to Brian's 
home, the blonde's hand slowly moved down Keith's arm, finding his hand and lacing their fingers together. 


"I luv yo', y'know...” Brian whispered. Keith didn't think anything about it. Brian was drunk. 
"| love you too, Bri.” 


"No... No, no.. Like.. Y'know like you'd luv a bird, y'know? | luv you... | knew it since- er... Since we met. Yo' 
remember don’ you? At that.. That place.. Wot was it? And.. And when when we met, yo' felt it didn’ you? 
Rite? You felt it.. You must of..." Brian laughed with sad eyes. "You have to remember that... 


He felt it too. 


Brian and Keith met at a Jazz club in March. Keith and Mick read about the place in the papers and figured 
they should go. Brian was on stage, playing slide guitar. Keith knew. He just knew. He didn't know what exactly, 
but he knew. And when the blonde found his way off the stage, Keith and Mick went up to him, and as he 
shook Brian's hand there was something. A shiver down his spine, something. Both their eyes lit up and they 
stared at each other, hands still tightly around each others. Mick eventually pulled them away, asking Brian if 
he was in a band or anything. Mick spoke for the rest of the night, getting a few "yeah"s out of Keith. 


"Feel what." It wasn't a question. IT was a statement. Keith knew exactly what Brian meant but he wouldn't let 


anyone know it. Not a single soul. Keith wasn't looking at Brian anymore, but he heard him wheezing. 

"Your asthma giving you a hard ride tonite, Brian?" Keith didn't hear a response, he cautiously looked back over 
at his friend, who looked like his shoulders were almost vibrating. Brian was crying. Brian Jones. Keith sighed 
and ran his thumb over the others knuckles, walking him up the path to Brian's home to his door. There wasn't 
a goodbye, or good right, just Brian staring at Keith with watered eyes. 

"Stop it” Keith said. Brian didn't do anything. He just kept looking, staring at Keith. 

"C'mon, stop." He said again. Nothing. 

"Brian, for fucks sake-" 


"Goodnight." Brian mumbled, opening his door, then closing it in Keith's face. 


It was odd really. Because even with his red rimmed, sad eyes, and tired face, Keith had never been Brian look 


so awake. 


